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pressing her clasped hands upon her knees. Let him come
soon, she repeated, laying her fingers on her hot cheeks
and rising from her place as though to welcome him. The
future may take care of itself—and with a gesture of her
hand she thought that she put it from her. Grant that I
may not be mean and fearful; give me a single mind for
this love that will not come again. Encircle it. Guard it.
Enclose me in it. And covering her face, she supposed
that she was enclosed from the world. But I am praying,
she thought, and, surprised that she had been praying,
sank down on her knees, there being for her an ancient
comfort of familiarity in the attitude of prayer. But
criticism of herself had driven prayer from her mind, and
she could say only, without thought of their relevance,
words taught to her long ago, which by their rhythm and
association, not by their meaning, so commanded her
that, when they had been silently spoken and repeated,
she remained upon her knees, hearing the waterfall and
the low wind as though they were of a world that she
would never revisit.
When Lewis knocked on the door at the head of the
wall staircase and received no answer, he thought that
she was perhaps afraid to answer, and entered. She was
in the window-seat, her face turned towards the blank
night beyond the panes, and seemed not to have heard
him. Even when he had taken her hand in his and she had
spoken his name, there was for a moment a wandering
look in her eyes, as though she doubted what they saw.
Her breathing was long and deep; when she was in his
arms, her body was tremulous, like a tree that is not visibly
moved but responds to the wind with gentle, continuous
vibrations.
" Julie," he said.
Her head, which she had turned away, was lifted to him
again and, though her lips did not move, he received an
impression of her smiling, of gladness, finality, rest.
"It isn't true—" she began, trying to smile. "It was all
to have been for an instant of our lives only. That's what

